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In England's South, where hill and vale abound, 
Where Nature's hand so lavishly has strewn 
Her beauties, rich and rare, o'er height and plain, 
Of wood and streamlet, meadow-land and park, 
Where flowers, mosses, ferns, and every gem 
To please the eye and cheer the heart of man 
Grow in abundance, lies, 'mid wooded hills, 
A village, peaceful, calm, and sweetly set 
With hedgerows wide and running rivulets. 
Moss-covered cottages, and wooded lanes 
Where nightingale and blackbird sing their chants 
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And maid and lover unmolested stroll ; 
Here dwell contentedly the good old folk 
Who lead their simple lives, and rarely see 
Other than honest farmer passing by 
From neighbouring hamlet to the market town, 
Or footsore traveller who may halt to rest 
In jasmine-covered porch of village inn. 



Such was the peaceful scene that lay before me, 

As, weary with travel, having journeyed far, 

I came upon a knoll from which I saw 

The pretty valley lying at my feet 

I looked with throbbing pulse on hill and vale. 

And well I knew the old familiar scene. 

There stood the church on yonder neighbouring knoll, 

And here the river winding at my feet ; 

Across the bridge the pretty village inn, 

And there on wooded slope the fine old Hall, 
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Where lived the stately Squire and Claud his son — 

We played together, he and I, as boys — 

And far away towards the church's knoll, 

Its roof and gable end all rose-bedecked, 

My own dear home, where many a happy year 

I'd spent in peace. Ah ! how I loved the place — 

The fine old Mill — the river running by — 

The busy burring wheel which seemed to play 

A thousand different airs, and all for me ; 

For if I were in sorrow, then the wheel 

Would sorrowfully turn in s)anpathy ; 

And were I gay how joyously it whirred 

And threw its sparkling gems. 



Across the Park, 
Leading from river's brink, the pretty farm. 
Where, lived my own sweet Dorothy — her father, 
Farmer Deane, a goodly man, but proud 
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And somewhat hard of nature. But for him 

I never should have left my happy home. 

I loved her well and^there, you know the rest — 

" We were too young — she had not seen the world — 

He'd thought of something better for his girl — 

Nay, not to put it roughly, for he knew 

My parents were indeed good worthy folk." 

And so on, till my heart and soul rebelled, 

And recklessly I burst into the room 

Where sat my gentle mother. There I told — 

Half knowing what I said, for words grow wild 

When tender hearts and true are flung aside — 

How I had seen her father, and the mood 

In which he'd turned me coldly from his door. 

Then, hardly knowing where to take my grief, 

I left my father's roof before the sun 

Had shed his golden gleam across the hills. 
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A foolish freak ? Ay truly, who could tell 

The folly of it better than myself! 

Full five long years had passed, and more it seemed, 

For slowly do the days and hours progress 

When one is exiled from his kith and kin. 

I never wrote — 'twas wrong, I felt it then, 

'Twas past and o'er and could not be recalled, 

But for my mother's sake I felt reproach. 

She thought perchance " he's dead," and Dorothy — 

But no, I would not, dared not, think of her j 

And yet she might be free. Ah, when I thought 

Of how we'd roved together, she and I, 

On river bank through flower-besprinkled woods. 

And how she used to run away and laugh 

When I would ask her if she cared for me — 

Oh, happy, smiling Dorothy, my little maid, 

How joyous in her youth, how good and true — 

My heart was doubly steeled against her father, 
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Proud and stem, relentless, hard as flint. 

I wandered down, and chanced upon a path 

Which seemed to indicate the slow descent : 

A winding path it was ; and taking it 

I came upon another pleasing view. 

Cornfields with golden sheaves of brilliant hue 

Lay stretched before me, and a sweeter sight 

Could scarce be seen. The gleaners, with their aprons 

Filled with wheat-ears — for it was harvest-time — 

Were busy picking up the fallen ears, 

And children danced around in happy glee 

To see the golden touches of the sun, 

Whose rays turned all the cornfield into gold 

Their little hands were filled with poppies bright, 

With cornflowers blue, and daisies pure and white. 



I strolled along, still holding by the path, 
And found myself, at length, in meadow land, 
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Which stretching far before me, daisy strewn, 
Sloped gently to the river's willowed edge. 
I crossed the bridge, the dear old rustic bridge. 
Where many a summer's eve we two had stood 
Gazing into the mirror Nature lends ; 
Where we would see reflected fleecy clouds 
With here and there a twinkling orb of light, 
And shadows of the swallow and the swift 
Skimming across to catch the luckless gnat ; 
The minnows making circles in their play. 
The water-fowl amid the tangled weeds. 
All were reflected clear and true, as if 
A sheet of glass were spread beneath our feet. 
How well I bore in mind the slender flowers 
Which Dorothy would throw with gentle mirth 
Into the line of stream, that, running fast. 
Would bear away the treasures on its breast ; 
And how she'd speed to see the flowerets pass 
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From underneath the bridge's moss-grown arch. 

The flowers apart when floating through the bridge 

Would serve as evil omen for our fate ; 

But if together, then she'd dance with joy, 

And say it shewed our course would smoothly run. 



In passing on I came upon the inn, 
And pausing at its porch with faltering step 
I wavered in my mind, but finally, 
Because I lacked the courage to proceed. 
Entered, with throbbing pulse and beating heart, 
Fearing perchance some comrade loitering there 
Might recognize in me the Miles of old. 
Yet was I so much altered that I felt 
E'en my own mother would not know her son ; 
For five long years of hardships try a lad. 
At sea, on shipwrecked isle, through storm and 
blast 



BURLEY BELLS. 



I'd wasted all those years that might have proved 
The very happiest of my youthful life. 



" Good-morrow," said a cheery voice — I turned. 
" You are the host ? Then can you give me room ? " 
He answered " Yes," and " Wife, a traveller." 
Placing before me home-brewed ale and meats 
The good-wife fell to converse — how she talked ! 
She told me of the inn since first they came 
There — "just three year ago come Lady Day" — 
And how the kind old Squire had stayed to rest 
One sunmier eve, when he had climbed the knoll, 
To see the sun set o'er the distant hills; 
And then she chattered on to tell me how 
The good Squire's youngest son had come of age, 
And how the village was with garlands decked, 
The Bells rang out a loud and merry peal. 
The villagers were feasted at the Hall, 
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And later on the fiddlers firom the town — 

"Ay, all the way from Hambly town they came" — 

Made music on the slope, where lad and lass 

Danced gaily round until the sun had set; 

And how they'd cheered the fine old Squire, and said 

There never was a Squire as good as he. 



She chattered on about the healthy crops, 
The service of Thanksgiving on the morrow, 
The Parson, Miller Anderly, the Mill ; 
And how it was the talk throughout the vale 
That Claud, the Squire's handsome son, would wed 
With Dorothy, the Farmer's only child. 
Though she was but a village maid, young Claud 
Would treat her as a queen upon a throne. 
And long had tried to win her to his heart : 
Yet Dorothy was always shy and staid, 
And seemed too old in manner for her years. 
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She rambled on, my heart felt still and cold. 
Half knowing what I did or thought, I said, 
" I'll not believe a word, she's true to me " — 
Then suddenly, with effort, checked my speech, 
And, smiling at her wonder-stricken face. 
Arose and asked her was there aught to see. 
The church, she said, was ancient of renown, 
The belfry gave a passing goodly view 
Of village, rectory, mill, and river too. 
So, passing out again, I upward glanced 
To where the fine old tower of Burley church 
Stood nobly forth on neighbouring grassy slope. 
A goodly sight it was — the setting sun 
Had left a crimson gleam athwart the sky, 
Touching the river with a rosy hue. 



I turned my footsteps wearily towards 
The church's knoll, which, easy of ascent 
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Soon led me to the noted belfry tower — 

A fine old ,tower that grandly held its own, 

From which a large expanse of hill and dell 

Could well be seen. On through the churchyard's gate 

I slowly passed, and noted oft with dread 

The many grass-grown mounds, and sacred plots 

Covered with flowers, some with ancient headstone, 

Others with marble cross or carved wreath. 

And here and there a railing rose-entwined. 

A terror seized my heart lest I might see 

Perchance the name of her whom I had left 

To mourn these many years a worthless son. 

I scarcely dared to look from left to right ; 

I asked myself the question wearily. 

Why had I wandered here in solitude ? 

To mourn for that which I had lost ? Was I 

A coward that I could not learn the tmth ? 

Two fears were surging wildly in my breast — 
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The one, my mother — was she well ? alive ? 
The other, must the news Td heard be true ? 
Was Dorothy, with heart as true as steel, 
To wed with one for whom she could not care ? 
That were not Dorothy — she must have changed. 
For me the ^y^ years had but strengthened love, 
That lasting love which I could feel for her. 
Could she have changed to me ? It might be so. 
Yet had she trusted time, perhaps — who knows ?— 
She might have won her father's full consent : 
But now, her wedding bells would sound for me 
The death knell of my hopes, my joys, my all. 
Ay, so it is, we give our choicest gifts. 
And they are flung aside as withered flowers ! 



I wandered on and passed within the church. 
Here was a sight well worthy of the cause ; 
•From roof to altar-step a brilliant sheen 
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Of gold and red and azure met my gaze ; 

The stately pillars were with garlands drest 

Of wheat-ears, daisies, poppies, cornflowers blue, 

And round the font were dainty wreathlets set 

Of maiden-hair and water-lilies sweet. 

I took a lily from its mossy bed. 

And gazing in its pure and gentle face, 

I seemed ^ to see again the face of her 

Whose heart had been as golden as the flower's. 

And as I lingered by the sacred spot 

I almost knew and felt that she had placed 

The wreathlets of the lilies and the ferns ; 

For none had such a gentle touch as she, 

And none the simple love of Heaven's own flower. 



I could not tear myself away from all 
These sweet and lasting memories until, 
Hearing a step, a faltering step behind. 
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I turned, and found a bent and aged man 
Looking with wonder towards me. It was Mark, 
The aged sexton. Well I knew his face ; 
A rough but honest face, and lined with years. 
Half blind, his memory vague, he knew me not ; 
And long I chatted with him. Then I learned 
The welcome news which sent a thrill of joy 
Throughout my being — my dear Mother lived. 
My Father too. Surely I'd heard enough 
To give me courage and to cheer my heart 
But still the one great sorrow weighed me down ; 
I longed, yet feared, to make my presence known, 
For how could I meet Dorothy unless 
I met her knowing she might still be mine ? 
I thought " To-morrow I will go and see 
My good old parents, be I sad or gay." 
But, for that one night, I resolved to rest 
Beneath the shelter of the village inn. 
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The shades of evening scarce had touched the hills, 

And, wishing to avoid frequented ways, 

I turned towards the belfry, where I knew 

I well could rest in peace until the night 

Should fold the country in her sombre veil. 

When, passing out, I could return unseen 

To await the dawn beneath the friendly roof 

Of Burley inn. How well I knew the tower ! 

For often had I climbed it when a boy. 

It had not changed : here were the winding stairs. 

The rugged steps, perhaps a trifle worn 

Since last I climbed them. Higher still I went. 

Until I had to grope and feel the way. 

For still another dozen steps or more 

Had to be climbed in darkness most intense. 

Nought could be seen, until I found myself 

Beside a narrow slit, from which I saw 

The coming twilight deepening into night, 
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And touching with its noiseless phantom wings 
The neighbouring hills, the river, and the glens. 
Then, following the stairs, at last I reached 
The solitude of dimly lighted space. 



Wishing to rest, I peered into the gloom, 
And found an old recess, where oft I'd sat 
Musing and building castles when a boy. 
And yet I scarce could think it was the same, 
For somehow it was changed, I could not tell 
In which particular. 



It seemed to me 
As if a mist or gloom hung in the air ; 
I could not see the Bells, nor could I find 
The narrow winding stairs by which I'd come. 
The air seemed filled with echoes ; night birds screamed : 
The wind arose and rocked the grim old tower ; 
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Something flew past, and flapped me with its wing — 
Was it an owl ? a bat ? or goblin bold, 
Who made his home here centuries ago ? — 
A weird old place to choose for one's abode ! 
The shutters, broken, on their hinges creaked, 
Letting the rain and wind come in at will. 



I wondered much at all this mystic change. 
And wished the good old tower had been as bright 
As I remembered it in days of yore. 
Surely I'd nussed the turning — 

But hush! hark! 



"Through many a year of sun and rain. 
Through many a year of pleasure. 
Through many a year of toil and pain 
We ring our ancient measure. 
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" On New Year's morn, 

For Old Year fled, 

An heir is born, 

A maid is wed, 

For dawn of May, 

For Autumn feast. 

For Christmas Day, 

From West to East, 

From South to North, 

Our songs go forth. 
Swelling the tides of joy and life, 
Chasing away all grief and strife. 
Cheering the sorrowful lonely heart ; 
Ringing in s)anpathetic part 
With all who are merry and young and gay. 

Ring we joyously far away 
Over the meadows and over the hills. 
Through the valleys and over the rills, 
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Ringing our heartfelt songs of praise, 
Ringing for ever out ancient lays. 
Times may alter and hearts grow cold, 
Seasons may change and the earth grow old, 
But we are changeless, though changing oft 
Our silvery tones are borne aloft. 
At times in sorrow for pleasures fled. 
As new years come and the old are dead ; 
But always hopefully, trustfully ringing. 
Until the echoes in upward winging 
Blending in chorus with Heavenly singing 
Are lost to earth ! " 



A rushing sound of voices from afar. 
Swelling harmoniously, as if the Bells 
Were holding converse with the fairy world. 
Filled all the air and thrilled my every nerve, 
As though a spell by some light hand, unseen, 
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Were wound about my senses. 

Then I rose 
To follow where the phantom chose to lead 
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Along the meadows, and across the stream, 
The Autumn winds blow drearily and chill ; 

Touched with a russet and a golden gleam, 
The fallen leaves lie thick about the Mill. 

The Blackbird and the Lark have hushed their lays 
The Nightingale is silent in the grove, 

The Redbreast sings alone his hymn of praise, 
Thrilling our hearts with melodies of love. 



The mists along the valley slowly rise, 
A veil of gossamer enrobes the fields, 

A tint of sombre grey o'erspreads the skies, 
All Nature to Autumnal Season yields. 
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A silence reigns throughout the woods and glens, 
The river murmurs sadly by the Mill, 

A chiUy vapour rises from the fens, 
The wind has paused to rest — and all is still. 

The Miller's wife sits mournfully alone, 
And sorrowfully ponders o'er the past ; 

She thinks of all her dear ones who have flown, 
For round her life a sorrow they have cast 

The eldest — ay, a noble lad was he — 

High-spirited, courageous, good, and true — 

Wildly he sought a roving life at sea, 
His ship was stranded, drowned were all her crew. 

The next, a baby-girl, with eyes of blue. 

Had blossomed but a few short summer hours, 

When from the skies a loving angel flew. 

And gathered one of God's most tender flowers. 



24 BURLEY BELLS. 

The last and youngest was a loving lad, 
Too sensitive, perhaps, but wholly trae. 

His mother's darling — ^he was all she had — 
He left his happy home to seek a new. 

Is he alive or dead ? She cannot tell, 
She only feels her heart is torn with pain ; 

She pines to know that he's alive and well, 
And longs to hear his merry laugh again. 

Oh, but to hear his footstep on the path ! 

To share his joys and fears she'd never tire ; 
Twould cheer her as she sits beside her hearth 

And gazes at the pictures in the fire. 

The honest Miller, on his liomeward way. 
Through the wide casement sees the firelight stream, 

It seems to chide him for his long delay. 
Yet there is welcome in its ruddy gleam. 
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Oh, honest heart, thou'lt find a happy home, 
A loving smile awaits thee at thy door, 

Thy advent is well-timed, for thou hast come 
To cheer a troubled heart — What would'st thou 
more? 

The shadows deepen — all is dark and still — 
The lowering clouds obscure the pale moon's light — 

All Nature sleeps — and silent is the Mill — 
A solemn hush — and all is veiled in night. 
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Here are the woods, the dear old woods, 

Where Dorothy Deane and I 
Often had roved in the olden days, 
Watching the glints of the golden rays 
Streaming betwixt the nodding sprays 
Of ancient elder or birch. 



Drear and dark are the woodlands now, 
Leafless and sear is the elder bough. 
Sodden and dank are the leaves that lie 
Beneath the shades of a leaden sky. 

All is sorrowful, all is lone, 
Sunlight and happiness far have flown. 
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Together they passed me by — 

I stood in a darkened spot. 
Gazing until a crimson dye 
Had flushed my cheek and fired my eye— 

They passed and they saw me not 

I clenched my hand with a terrible threat, 
I vowed a vow and my heart was set 
With a purpose — " no matter wherever we met 
To the ground I would hurl him down." 

The passion has left me now, 

I care not whither I go— 
I lefl the woods with an angered brow. 

With a purpose mean and low ; 
The evil spirit has fled, 

It has gone as a dream of the night, 
I only feel that my heart is dead, 

And shrink from the coming light. 
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O river, river, full of grief am I, 

My heart is heavy with an aching dread. 

And all the livelong day I can but sigh, 

For sunshine, joy, and peace have long since fled. 

Her heart is cold, she'll never love me more, 
Her heart is cold to me, but warm for him : 

My heart is dead, 'tis withered to the core. 
With weight of unshed tears my eyes are dim. 

What is my life without her fairy form ? 

What is my hope without her loving smile ? 
Now with another she will breast the storm. 

Or happily his hours of peace beguile. 
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For me there '11 never be another maid, 
He took her from me, she was glad to go — 

But memories and love can never fade — 
May she be happy ! — Perhaps 'tis better so. 



" I saw her pass this way, 
I heard her sweet voice say, 
* Oh weary, weary day ! 



" * My love, thou wilt forget 
Thy Dorothy, but yet 
Her heart on thee is set' 



" I know she loveth one. 
And only one alone. 
She said, *I love but one.' 
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" 'Twas * Miles/ the Miller's son, 

I think I heard her say, 
Twas * Miles ' her heart had won, 

Since one sweet hour in May 
When he and she had strayed 

Along my willowy edge, 
And earnestly he'd prayed 

That he their vows might pledge. 



" She often comes to rest 

Beneath my aspens' shade ; 
She says she loves me best, 

Better than wood or glade : 
For here her vows of love 

In earnest trust were made — 
The love that seemed to prove 

A vision born to fade. 
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" One sunny day she threw 

Upon my glistening breast 
A myosotis blue, 

Which gently she'd caressed, 
And, stretching rosy palms 

To where the floweret fell, 
She spoke, as if by fairy charms 

She knew its language well 

" * O gentle floweret, gem of azure hue, 

Speed to my true love, and say I love him well ; 
Say. that the old love for him is ever new, 

Weave round his dear heart thy never-failing spell. 



« 



* Swiftly the streamlet will bear thee on its breast 
Out to the ocean where laughing mermaids play, 

Tell them my secret beneath the wavelet's crest, 
Plead to them gently to guide thee on thy way. 
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" * O little floweret, I would go with thee, 

Gladly I'd journey on yonder river's breast, 
Until, at length, it bore me to the sea, 
Until, perchance, it bore me to my rest. 

" * Tell him how I love him better day by day. 

Speak to his sweet heart, and plead my sorry lot. 
Gaze in his kind face, and gazing gently say, 

" Knowest thou my message is— Forget me not^' ' " 
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Swiftly do the seasons fly, 
Swiftly speeds the year ; 

Autumn scarce has said good-bye, 
Winter now is here. 

Autumn leaves are buried deep 

Far beneath the snow, 
Nature seems enwrapt in sleep, 

Keenly North winds blow. 

Frost and Snow together reign, 

Monarchs of the land, 
Touching every field and lane 

With an icy hand. 
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Merrily the Redbreast sings, 
Cheering young and old ; 

Fluttering his tiny wings, 
He defies the cold. 

Winter is not wholly drear ; 

Christmas-tide draws nigh, 
Warming with its hearty cheer 

Wintry earth and sky. 
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Studded with myriad orbs of light, 
The heavens look down on our earth this night, 
Gazing with sorrow on many a sight, ^ 

Gazing with eyes serenely bright, 
Pitying wrong and approving right. 
For Heaven is kind ! 

Laden with feathery flakes of snow. 
The earth is frozen ; the cold winds blow ; 
Slowly and icily rivulets flow ; 
The lakes are freezing; the boughs bend low 
Under the weight of the frosty glow. 
For Earth is cold ! 
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Ding dong, ding dong, joybells ringing ! 
Unto us the message bringing. 

That Christmas-time is with us, 
That Christmas-time is near. 

" Merry Christmas," hear them pealing ! 
O'er the country sounds are stealing, 
To bring the joyful tidings 
That Christmas-time is here. 

Hark ! the silvery tones are swelling,- 
Christmas stories they are telling, 
Of how the holy angel 
To shepherds did appear. 
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All must love the good old story 
Telling of our Saviour's glory ; 

To old and young 'tis welcome, 
To all it must be dear. 

Ding dong, ding dong, hear them ringing ! 
Peace and love to all they're bringing ; 
To all they bear good tidings — 
And may they bring good cheer ! 
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Hail ! mighty Christmas ! 
Bright old Season, hail ! 



With berries of brilliant red 
You deck our favoured land, 

Dull Autumn now has fled, 
You come with an open hand, 
Spreading content and peace around. 
You fill our homes with the jovial sound 
Of " cheer " and " hearty " and " bless ye all," 
From the poorest cot to the grandest hall. 
You are ever welcome and ever true. 
Though centuries old you are ever new ; 
Bringing warm hearts, old friends tQgether, 
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Bringing your cold, but healthful, weather ; 
Showering down, with a generous will, 
Blessings of plenty, our homes to fill 
With treasures of toys and right good fare. 
For the young and old your faithful care 
With all the seasons can well compare ; 
For none can bring us such hearty cheer, 
And none by us can be held more dear, 
Than Christmas. 
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Gay doings up at the Mia I 
Boughs of mistletoe sway 

From many an ancient beam 
In honour of Christmas Day ! 

Berries of brilliant red, 
Hanging in clusters bright, 

Adorn the homely walls 
With genial warmth of light ! 

Peeping beneath the eaves. 
Watching unwatched, I see 

Bevies of village maids 
Laughing in joyous glee. 
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A murmur of welcome sounds 
As each new guest appears ; 

Why does my heart stand still, 
Imagining endless fears ? 

I knew I should see him there 
With his ill-bred conscious pride ! 

She to be wedded to him ! 

Honoured she'll be as his bride ! 

To the winds with angered thought ! 

What matter it now to me ! 
Back to my roving life 1 

I'll get me again to sea ! 

Wandering over the waves ! 

Braving the storm and blast ! 
Watching the sea-gulls swoop ! 

Riding the towering mast ! — 
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Soon will the troubles of old 
Fly from my angered heart, 

Soon will the ocean gales 
Dispel the venomous smart. 



Listen ! who is it comes ? 

The hour is growing late. 
A vision in snowy and glistening white 
Enters the room with a modest grace, 
Treading the air with a footfall light ; 

With a sweet and loving face. 

Is she a dream of the ocean foam ? 
No matter — I've learned my fate. 

Dancing, or floating, I know not which, 

She passes before my sight, 
Freezing my heart with her lavish smiles ; 
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Would I were distant a thousand miles 
Than here in the darkening night 



"The last," they are saying, "the vety last dance," 

The fascination is strong ; 
" My last," I am thinking, " my very last chance," 

I would even the torture prolong. 
'Tis but for to-night, as the morning's ray 
Will find me full many a furlong away. 

Take your partners, all of ye ! 

Down the room trip it merrily 

Lads and lasses cheerily ! 

Hands across, mark the melody ! 
Smiling and whirling and tripping, 
Now down the middle and up again ; 
Joining your hands for a moment. 
Then off again with it heartily ! 
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See Miss dainty Dorothy, 
Fairy Queen of the gathering ! 
Sweetly blushing Dorothy 
Wins the hearts of all of ye 1 
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All night I have travelled far, 

I lost my way in the storm ; 
The flakes of snow came flickering past, 
Icicles flew in the piercing blast, 
Binding my will and my senses fast, 
Numbing my nerves with a frosty clasp ; 
Until a mystic and snow-white form. 
Pointing towards the Northern star, 
Held me Arm in a freezing grasp 

With a touch of stem command. 
Away through infinite space we flew, 
Touching the peaks of the snowy heights, 
Nearing at last the NOTthem lights 

Which shone in crimson and blue. 
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At length, as we reached the icebergs grand, 
The snow-white Queen, with a shadowy hand 
Waving towards the glamorous glare, 
Whispering low in the clear cold air, 
Whispering ever in drear despair. 
Breathed a warning which touched my heart, 
Thrilling my soul with her fairy art, 
As if my being were under her will. 
The stormy blasts grew wilder and shrill, 
The air grew colder, yet colder stilly 
And, catching my breath to hear each word, 
I listened — ^and this is the song I heard. 

** Under the icebergs stern and cold 
A treasure lies buried deep ; 
Finer it is than the purest gold, 
Better than brilliants a thousandfold, 
Truer than costliest steel that's sold ; 
It lies in the palace keep. 
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" The treasure is mine, I hold it fast, 
'Tis guarded by walls of ice ; 
About the palace a spell is cast, 
Circling a kingdom rare and vast ; 
Perhaps the spell may for ever last, 
So great is the treasure's price. 



" The love of a human heart could break 

The spell by the fairy wound ; 
But the heart must be pure as a snowy flake. 
The mind must be clear as a sunlit lake, 
The love must be one that will ne'er forsake 

The treasure it once has found. 



" No thought of envy or jealous hate 
Must lurk in the offered heart. 
No pride or malice contaminate 
The love which should ever elevate 
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The mind of the man whose heart is great 
As the strength of the fairy's art." 

She ceased ; and, ere I well could stir or speak, 
She vanished as a mist before my sight ; 

My heart felt dull and still — the night was bleak — 
I swooned — and waking hailed the morning's light 
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Sadly sigh the poplars tall, 

Sadly streamlets flow, 
All the land seems drear and chill, 

Covered deep in snow. 
Burley vale looks blank and still, 
Slowly turns old Burley Mill, 
Good Squire Riversley lies ill. 

Lies ill at Burley Hall. 



AH the people of the dale 
Love the fine old Squire, 

To their honest hearts he's dear. 
One and all desire 
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That he live to see the year, 
And their wishes are sincere. 
Old Year's death is drawing near, - 
Drawing near the vale. 

Will the hand of Time forbear 

Two fine lives to grasp ? 
Will it coldly two lives mark 

For its iron clasp ? 

Spare, O Time ; quench not the spark, 
Do not strike when all is dark ; 
Let the sun rise o*er the Park, 
Spare the one life, spare — ^Yet, hark ! 
Hark ! he does not spare. 
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Boom — Boom — Boom, 

Tolls the dismal Bell ; 
Boom — Boom — Boom, 

Tolls the parting knell ; 
Boom — Boom — Boom, 
Saddest news to tell 
Of death and shroud and tomb. 
A form within its lowly cell 

Is carried in the gloom. 
See the mist overhangs the dell, 
O'er the churchyard seems to loom : 
Over brake and over fell 
Hangs the dismal gloom. 
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Cease thy dinning ! thou dismal drone ! 
Because a spirit to rest has flown 

Must thou its freedom mar 

With thy melancholy jar ? 
Thinkest thou that thy wretched " Boom " 
Can cheer the mourner at the tomb. 
Or aid the parting soul to rise 
More freely into cloudless skies ? 
Palsied be thy iron tongue ! 
Man/s the aching heart thou'st wrung, 
Many's the dismal dirge thou'st sung, 

Thou melancholy drone! 



BURLEY BELLS, 53 



Stay thy hand, rough Time, 
Let not Old Year's chime 

Without one regret be rung ; 
There is yet one day 
He has still to stay. 

Then his farewell may be sung. 



Though his hours be few, 
He is good and true. 

See, his eyes are dim with tears ; 
We have known him gay, 
Now his hair is gray, 

And his head is bent with years. 
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He has brought us pain, 
Many days of rain, 

But his clouds were silver-lined ; 
Though his springtide hours 
Brought us April showers, 

He intended to be kind. 



Then his sunny hours 
Brought us summer flowers, 

And the world seemed young and fair ; 
As he says farewell 
We'll his good deeds tell, 

All reproach we'll gladly spare. 



We will bravely think, 
Now we're on the brink 
Of another New Year's Day, 
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Of the good deeds done, 
Of the victories won, 
By the Year now going away. 



Stay thy hand, rough Time, 

Let not Old Year's chime 
Without one regret be rung ; 

There is yet one day 

He has still to stay, 
Then his farewell may be sung. 
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Go where I will, I see his form 

Weighed down with its load of grief ; 
Feelings of sympathy stir my heart, 

But the feelings are poor and brief. 
For e'en as I watch him along the lane 
Another is there to allay his pain. 
Have not I also as keen a smart 

For sympathy sweet to heal ? 
Must it ever be thus — that I have no part 
In their lives ? Am I made of steel, 
That I make no stir to avert my fate ? 
O Fortune, it cannot be yet too late 

To stay thy revolving wheel ! 
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My heart went out to him in his woe, 
My feelings were true and warm ; 

But now I am frozen. Ay, let him go ! 

I tread my way in the cheerless snow ; 

But ever, and ever, wherever I go, 
I see the sorrowful form. 
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Good-bye, Old Year ! In sorrow we must part 

Full many's the time when thou hast cheered my heart ; 

WeVe passed through storm and sunshine oft 

together ; 
And now we say good-bye in wintry weather. 



'Tis hard to part, harder to say farewell ; 
Thou'st brought me sorrow, yet I love thee well ; 
I would not have thee hasten onward now 
With lines of care and age upon thy brow. 



Still, if we must part, take my wishes true — 
We lose an old friend and we make a new — 
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The morning sun thy offspring will reveal, 
And merrily the Bells for him will peal. 



Old Year, farewell I I would that thou couldst stay \ 
Why hurry so and haste to be away ? 
Thou'rt feeble now — we knew thee hale and strong — 
Farewell ! I would this farewell e'en prolong. 
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Softly sigh the midnight Bells, 
Ringing out the fading Year ; 
Lingeringly each note swells 
As it falls upon the ear. 
Ringing out the olden times, 
Slowly, softly ring your chimes. 
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Ding a dong ! a ding dong ! 
Welcome to the New Year ! 
We will sing a new song, 
Listen ! you shall all hear. 

This shall prove a lucky year, 
Bringing one and all good cheer, 
This shall be a year of peace. 
Enmity and war shall cease. 

Friends shall ne'er inconstant prove ; 
Maid and youth shall wed for love ; 
Truth and honesty replace 
Everything that's mean and base ; 
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Poor and rich alike shall share ; 
Happiness replace dull care ; 
Every orchard, vine, and field 
Through the land good fiiiit shall yield. 

Such our coming year shall be. 
Such our year of jubilee. 
Thanks to our most generous King ! 
We'll for aye His praises ring. 
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The New Year ! The New Year ! 

What will it bring to me ? 
The true Year ! The true Year ! 

That was the prophecy. 

A new heart, a new heart, 

For every dainty maid ; 
A true heart, a true heart, 

But love should never fade. 

Your sweet chimes, your sweet chimes 

Fell softly on mine ear ; 
Your true times, your true times 

Should make all mysteries clear. 
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I Stood upon the rustic bridge 

Which lies across our sparkling Burle, 

The earth was clothed from plain to ridge 
In gown as white as ocean pearL 

Each bough and spray was crystalled o'er 
With gleaming snowflakes soft and light ; 

And as I watched the scene I saw 
A rosy tint overspread the white. 

The Winter sun, a gentle glow 
Shed all around me as I stood ; 

It warmed the gauzy robe of snow, 
Which disappeared from field and wood, 
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And vanished slowly, as a mist 

Dissolves before the rising sun, 
Leaving the willows golden-kissed 

To show that Spring had just begun. 
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" Welcome, sweet Spring, fair Hebe of the year ; 
Gladly we ring thy advent through the land ; 
Gaily we sing to see thee reappear ; 
Gently we swing at Nature's sweet command." 

So sing the May Bells, 

So say the gay Bells, 
Pealing forth their ever welcome strains ; 

Sweetly their song swells, 

As it a tale tells, 
Of rosy-tinted, sweetly scented lanes. 
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Sing out, little birds, right merrily sing. 

In chorus your anthems raise ; 
Sing out, little birds, till the woods resound 

With your joyful notes of praise. 
Awake, little flowers, sweet children of Spring 

Arouse ye from dreams and sleep ; 
Awake, little flowers, from slumber profound — 

A festival we must keep. 



G> 



Shine forth in your colours of brightest array, 
For a birthday it is, and we all must be gay. 
To salute the fair mom of this happy May day 
With your songs and scents serene. 
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Fling care to the winds, and away we'll hie 
To the fairy glen, where a maiden shy 
Used often to rove in the years gone by — 

No maid, but a fairy queen — 
Where another met her with eager smile, 
Or awaited her coming at yonder stile ; 
When hand in hand we together with glee 
Ran off to the glen, where the sweet May tree 
Scattered her perfumes with hands so free 

That the air was laden with sweets. 
Then, seated together on grassy mound, 
We'd list to the voice of the willow-wren. 
Laughing light-heartedly through the glen 

With a bright and merry sound ; 
Or hear the unwavering, cheerful note 
Of the homely bird with the speckled throat — 
Such songs through the woods used aye to float 

And steal to our cool retreats. 
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Then away to the woodland glen we'll hie ; 
Away, little songsters — come swiftly fly ; 
Shine out, happy sun, in a cloudless sky, 

To seek for my woodland fay. 
Sweet flowerets, I gather your gleaming gems 

To weave into regal diadems 

To crown the queen of the day. 



O Dorothy Deane, my fairy queen, 
With these will I deck your hair — 

My gentle queen, with the golden sheen 
Of tresses surpassing fair. 



The Woodbine sweet, with the Primrose pale 

The Violet, too, I will take. 
And Lilies bright from our own dear vale. 

With Forget-me-nots from the lake. 
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Then come, we will seek her 'mid myriad flowers, 
To the woodlands well haste away ; 

There we will pass the fresh May hours 
With our darling, queen of the day. 
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And this is where we used to sit 
Together on this grassy mound ; 
A lovelier place could scarce be found, 

The scene is wildly exquisite. 

A gossamer hangs o'er the glen 
In silvery sheen of mystic light ; 
■ It seems a home of fay or sprite, 
Unmeet for worldly, imcouth men. 

The perfumes from the hawthorn flower 
Pervade with scents the morning breeze, 
Which sways the boughlets of the trees, 
Causing a rain of bloom to shower 
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And fall in endless jewels rare 

To form a carpet rosy white, 

Worthy the tread of fairy light 
Or gentle maiden young and fair. 

I wait, in silence, one to greet 

Whom I have loved since childhood's years j 
I feel my heart brim o'er with fears 

To think of how we soon must meet. 

Will she remember Fairy-glen ? 
And how we came together here, 
On this bright mom of all the year. 

Away from scenes and haunts of men ? 

But hark ! a silvery tone I hear — 

Full well I ktiow the sweet old song ; 

I thought my heart was firm and strong, 
And little thought to shed a tear. 
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She comes ; I rise and move aside 
To let her pass me if she will ; 
She passes, and I feel a chill 

Pervade the woodlands far and wide. 

And is this how we two should meet ? 

Without a word ? without a smile ? 

Am I a thing so mean and vile 
That she can think me all unmeet, 

And pass me by with scarce a glance 
To shew that she remembers him, 
Who all these years of hardships grim 

Has spent a life of hapless chance ? 

Of hapless chance, for love of one 

Who knows him not when he returns ? 
My heart was chilled, but now it burns 

More fiercely than the scorching sun. 
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I try to call her by her name ; 

V 

My voice is dull, I scarce can speak. 
Am I a man, and yet so weak^ 
That this can shake my hardy frame ? 

She hears me not, and disappears. 

I cannot follow, if I would ; 

I dare not follow, if I could ; 
My mind is filled with many fears. 
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I think I read in some wise book 
That we were shadows, nothing more. 

Passing along this cold wide earth 
To reach a fair but distant shore. 

Is she a shadow who has passed 
Along the wood and out of sight, 

Causing a cloud to hide my sun 
And turn my day to endless night ? 

A voice suggests it were not she ! 

It thinks I may forget her face ! 
Forget it ! when its every curve 

Engraven on my heart I trace. 
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Am I a shadow? — am I dead ? 

And is this form my hapless wraith ? 
Invisible, I walk this earth, 

And long for love, and look for faith ! 



A shadow, then, I'll follow her. 

She may not see me ; but Fll shield 
My darling from all ways of harm 

Until this earth to Heaven shall yield 
A harvest of its sweetest flowers, 

When I shall claim my Lily fair 
From this dull earth, and we will float 

Together in diviner air. 
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Merrily, cheerily singing, 
The Lark now soars on high ; 

Hark to its sweet voice ringing 
And echoing through the sky ! 



List to the woodland wooings 

Of each sweet songster gay ! 
Mark how the Dove is cooing, 

And list to the Linnet's lay ! 
Nightingales clearly trilling, 

Down yonder glade hard by, 
Tell us that day is dying 

And warn us that night is nigL 
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Merrily, cheerily singing 

The Lark now soars on high ; 
Hark to its sweet voice ringing 

And echoing through the sky ! 



Hark to the Thrush's warble ! 

A homely, happy bird 1 
Singing from morn till even. 

Its voice may be ever heard. 
Star of all woodland songsters, 

Our ear thou'lt ever charm, 
Blackbird ! to thee we offer 

Of birdland lays the palm I 



Merrily, cheerily singing 
The Lark now soars on high ; 

Hark to its sweet voice ringing 
And echoing through the sky ! 
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Floating in the ether blue 

I saw a Fairy Queen, 
Sparkling in the morning dew, 

Who could she have been ? 
Sweeter than the flowers that grow, 
Gentler than the 2^ph3n:'s blow, 
Purer than the virgin snow, 

Is my Fairy Queen. 



On a roiseate cloudlet sits 
Little Fairy Queen, 

As I gaze away she flits — 
Say, what can she mean ? 
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By the Summer winds caressed, 
Floating on the ocean's breast, 
Skimming over mountain's crest, 
Flits my Fairy Queen. 



Ever floating, ever flying, 
O'er the hills and valleys hieing, 
Leaving me to heartfelt sighing, 
See, away she flies ! 
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I sat me down beside the river's brink, 
Where wooded shades o'erhang the running stream, 
And thought myself a phantom in some dream. 
Which I perhaps had dreamed in years gone by ; 
And, as I gazed upon the cloudless sky 
Reflected in the smoothly rippling tide, 

I wondered could that line of stream divide 
The real from the unreal — a silvery link 
Betwixt this mortal' world and ours of shades. 
And, wondering still, I watched the streamlet flow, 
And thought the true world was the world below. 
Myself and all around reflections mere. 

Which mortals from their e'er-revolving sphere 
Would gaze upon, and say, as we appear, 

G 
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" See, all the landscape is reflected clear 
In yonder silvery stream ; " until we shades 
Blush at the earnest gaze as sunlight fades. 



In mute despair I lingered by the stream, 

And scanned my future life through clouds of mist. 

Sad thoughts surged through my care-bewildered 

brain ; 
It seemed as though I never might again 
Feel aught of pleasure or of living pain ; 
And Melancholy weaved for me a chain 
Of dusky flowers dyed deep with amethyst. 
I knew the mystic blossoms were the same 
As those to which fair mortals give the name 
Of Deadly Nightshade. 

Then a brilliant gleam 
Of summer sun thrilled all my languid frame, 
And voices through the woods in rhythms clear, 
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Borne on the Zephyr to my willing ear, 
Awoke the solemn stillness of the hour, 
And tinged with gold my dusky purple flower. 



" Happy days of Summer light, 
Happy hours serenely bright, 
Cheer the heart and fill the mind 
With thoughts of love and feelings kind 

" Gladness thrills each throbbing breast ; 
Gladness of eternal rest 
Spreads o'er height of wooded hills, 
And aye its course of love fulfils. 

" Springtide speaks of faith and hope, 
Summer sees fair blossoms ope. 
Spring to Nature gives new birth. 

And Summer brings sweet hours of mirth." 
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A wealth of joy was uttered in this song ! 
Hope and undoubting faith to him belong 
Who sang this simple and untroubled strain, 
Which taught to one poor heart a glad refrain. 



" O sunny beam ! 
I love thy light, 
And sing my theme 
In grateful thanks 
To Nature kind. 
Whose willing hand 
Both light and wind 
From Heaven's high arch 
Distributes o'er 

This favoured world 
In ample store. 
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To Nature, then, 
I sing my lay. 
I know not when 
The strains will reach ; 
But they will reach, 
I do not fear. 
For some fair breeze 
Perchance may hear 
And bear them to 
That sunny sphere 
Where voices dwell, 
Whose harmonies 
Of music swell, 
Of which the echoes. 
As they fall, 
Are caught by us. 
Who love them all, 
And reproduce them 
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As our lavs 
Of gratitude 
For sunny days." 

I love that simple songster for his lay. 
He sang, and gently bore my griefs away, 
Leaving his gratitude to fill the space 
Which held before my feelings crude and base. 

Then, ere the echoes of the song were spent, 
Up from the meadows in its wild ascent, 
Spreading its quivering wings in fearless glee, 
Soared the bright emblem of our liberty. 



** Oh, the gladsome hours of sunlight ! 
Oh,' the days of life and youth ! 
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Fearlessly from earth I flutter, 
Ecstasies of joy I utter, 
Leaving earth for ether bright. 
Winging upward to the height 
Of endless Love, of endless Might, 
Passing in my onward flight 
The fleeting cloudlets soft and white. 
Until I reach that country fair 
Where floats a pure and fragrant air 
Here do I pause, and here alight 
To learn my fearless joyful lays ; 
To sun myself in glorious rays 
Which ever shine in this fair land 
Upon a pure and radiant band. 
Whose voices thrill my heart with bliss. 
Oh, for a voice to sing like this ! 
This is the land of Love and Truth, 
This is the land of Life and Right" 
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O glorious songster, how you thrilled my heart ! 

Bidding all misery and fears depart, 

Bearing away my soul to realms of light 

Far from this troubled world of darksome night 



Long did I gaze into the azure sky 

Until my thoughts had wafted up on high 

Upon the pinions of the joyous bird 

Whose every note my waking heart had stirred. 

And, as my wandering thoughts were resting there 

To purify their stains in heavenly air, 

A movement in the rushes of the stream 

Disturbed the visions of my peaceful dream. 

And, gazing o'er the river's glistening breast, 

Where rosy gleamed the radiance from the west, 

I saw a youthful and familiar form 

To which my heart went out in friendship warm. 
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'Twas he, my friend of boyhood's happy years, 
Twas he who once had caused my many fears. 
I watched him there, and saw his manly face, 
A noble lad, born of a goodly race. 
He strayed along the bank, and saw me not. 
Could he have seen me, and have quite forgot 
The foolish boy who left his childhood's home 
To wander friendless o'er the ocean foam ? 
Then, pausing where some gleaming lilies grew, 
Their faces turned to drink the evening dew, 
He stretched his hand to cull one shining gem : 
But, as he would have touched its pliant stem. 
It gently swayed, and rested out of reach. 
I fancied that I heard his voice beseech 
The pure white flower to grant him its young life. 
To rest upon his heart and still the strife 
Which surged within, to grant him love and peace 
In this rough world ; and he would never cease 
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To shield with love from every threatening storm 

The fair young beauty of its fragile form. 

But gently did the modest flower refuse 

To grant the boon ; until he could but choose 

To leave it to the Zephyrs and the sun, 

To leave it with the stream's fair course to run, 

Or dwell in stately loveliness unwon. 



Then, as he sorrowfully went his way, 
The flowerets in the stream began to sway, 
As summer winds the rippling waters o'er 
Sweet harmonies of music gently bore. 
And, as I listened to the mystic sound, 
A fairy spell around my heart was wound. 
The air seemed filled with music soft and clear. 
Which, lightly stealing over brake and weir. 
Floated upon the breeze, I knew not whence. 
Held me entranced, and charmed my every sense. 
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" A golden boat on a silver stream, 
With rudder of sapphire hue ! 
A golden boat with a rosy gleam, 
Floating away, as a summer dream 
Arrayed in the morning dew ! 

" On a glistening pearl a Princess fair 

Reclines in a dream of bliss, 
A dewdrop shines in her sunny hair, 
A butterfly soars in the scented air, 

Touching her cheek with a kiss. 

Smoothly and steadily gliding fast, 

The boat on its journey goes ; 
A glowworm sits on its waving mast 
As lengthening shades by the sun are cast. 

And the streamlet swiftly flows. 
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" None may follow ; for there is a charm ^ 

To guard her on every side. 
Were the smallest whisper to break the calm 
The flowers on the banks would give the alarm, 

And the Elnight would sleep in the tide. 



" Lose not thy heart to her, foolish Knight, 
Or thou, in the silver stream, 
Vainly with sorcerer's power wilt fight, 
Emerging as nought in the morning's light 
But a barbless arrow's gleam." 



This was the song ; the sounds then passed away. 
What could the meaning of its words convey ? 
I wondered, all perplexed, nor solved their sense, 
I wondered till my mind was dull and dense, 
And as I came to think the " charm " meant Love, 
I heard a friendly voice firom boughs above. 



BUR LEY BELLS, 



Which stole upon my reverie and broke 
The fairy spell, from which I then awoke. 



" Sweet it is in wooded shades, 

Cool it is in leafy glades, 

Underneath the bending boughs, 

Resting all the summer day ; 

Breathing tender loving vows 

To my love on yonder spray ; 

Dreaming in the sun's warm ray ; 

Moving with the branches' sway ; 

All the livelong day I woo, 

Singing, all the Summer through, 
Of Peace and Love, of Peace and Rest ; 

Peace is sweet, but Love is best ; 

Love prevails from East to West ; 

Both shall reign in my warm breast. 
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Sweet it is in wooded shades, 
Cool it is in leafy glades, 
Singing all the Summer through, 
Of Peace and Love, coocob-oo, cooco6-oo." 



The very air seemed filled with Love and Peace. 
Ah ! tender Dove, thy songs should never cease ; 
Sing to this shallow world of wars and hate. 
And breathe us blessings from the Golden Gate ; 
Sing, and the troubled lands from East to West 
Will bless the Giver of Eternal Rest 

A pause — when to mine ear a full, deep note 
Borne on the evening breezes seemed to float 
And swell in liquid and melodious strains, 
Resounding through the groves and wooded lanes. 
I knew the voice whose sympathetic art 
The keynote of that chord within my heart, 
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Which incomplete and dumb had long remained, 
Touched into feeling all its depths contained. 
Of all great England's songsters thou alone 
Deep sorrows of a loving heart hast known ; 
Thy tones betray a world of love and grief, 
Which mingle in thy voice and find relief 
In song. Sweet Blackbird ! I would have thee 

claim 
A world-wide homage and a worthier name ! 



** Amid the boughs, where glimpses of 

The sunlight 
Fall softly on the shadows 

Of the grove, 
I sing my song of thankfulness 

At twilight 
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To Him Who fills my heart with 
Earnest love. 

" Although the Autumn bums our trees 

And wild flowers, 
Although cold Winter brings us 

Death and pain, 
We know ere long that Spring will bring 

Her light showers. 
To make fair Summer's beauties 

Bloom again. 

" Although the earth is full of griefs 

And sorrows, 
Although the skies o*ercloud with 

Tearful dew, 
Fair joys await us yet, and bright 

To-morrows 
Shine out in rainbow sheens ot 

Brilliant hue." 



BUR LEY BELLS. 97 



The last few notes were mingled with a trill, 
Which sent a rapturous and glorious thrill 
Throughout my being ; nor can I define 
The wondrous music in that voice divine. 
Not to this world dost thou belong, great singer, 
Not to this world, but one of higher worth ; 
Of heavenly music be thou aye the bringer, 
To win lost souls which wander o'er this earth. 



H 
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Rarely have I seen an orchard 

Such as ours behind the Mill ; 
Each proud tree is richly laden, 
And were every youth and maiden 

Of the vale to pluck at will 
Taking rosy-tinted treasures, 
Baskets full in ample measures, 

None could say the trees looked bare, 
As, with weighted boughs low bending. 
Ruddy hues with golden blending. 
Each bright tree warm light is lending 

To the picture rare. 
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See the wealth displayed around ! 
Bending low to kiss the ground, 
Which each Summer bravely bears 
Rosy apples and sunburnt pears. 
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There I saw them both together, 

Resting 'neath the orchard's shade — 
One I once had loved as mother, 
And too well I knew the other 

Had once been my little maid. 
All my love went out to greet them, 
And I longed once more to meet them 

As in years gone by. 
But an unseen hand forbade me, 
Underneath the shade it stayed me, 

Yet I knew not why. 
Eventide was gently stealing 
0*er the vale, faint stars revealing 
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In the August sky ; 
Peaceful stillness reigned around. 

And I greatly wondered whether — 
Watching those dear forms together — 
Such a pleasing scene were found 
For an artist's cunning brush, 
Guided by a genius skill, 
If it could produce at will 
The peaceful orchard by the Mill, 
And all around it calm and still. 
And yet I doubt if highest art 
Could to canvas well impart 
The silence of that hush. 



Then I saw them speak together, 
And I heard a passing sigh. 
Saw my Mother's tearful eye, 
Heard her whisper, " Would he ever 
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Come again to cheer her life, 
E'er return to claim his wife ? " 
And the echoes on the breeze, 
Passing through the orchard trees. 
Whispered, " Never, never ; 
Never more to claim the wife." 
And my heart took up the theme, 
" Never more to claim the wife, 
But to tend the aged life. 
Seeking pardon of the mother, 
Blessing cheerfully the other 

As a happy wife, 
Loving helpmate of another 
Who had been as friend and brother 

In their boyhood's life." 



Well my heart had learned the theme. 
And my life had lost its dream. 
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Then I heard a sweet voice singing, 

And I lingered just to hear 
Once again those accents ringing 

Through the twilight soft and clear, 
Singing one lone heart to cheer. 
Soothing all the grief and fear 
Which had stirred the mother's breast, 
Bringing to that true heart rest 



" Listen to my story of a lad who fled 
From his childhood's happy home one hapless mom ; 
Listen ! 'tis a story which I oft have read 
In a volume old and worn. 



" Honestly he sought to win the hand of one 
Who had loved him from her childhood's golden days, 
Soon he learnt that flowers hail the rising sun 
To droop in its burning rays. 
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" Sadly did his mother mourn for five long years, 

For she longed to see her darling once again ; 

Sadly wept the maiden, but between her tears 

Hope whispered a sweet refrain. 



" * Over the waves a bark is sailing, 
Bearing my true love to me ; 
Though the surf swells and the winds are wailing, 
He sails on a glistening sea. 

" * Over the waves sweet words are flying, 
Borne on the pinions of love ; 
Though tender hearts are mournfully sighing, 
The skies are cloudless above. 

" * I know he will come, for the birds and flowers 
Echo the message to me ; 
I know he will come — through the tearful showers 
The sun shines over the sea.* 

" Shining o'er the sea and o'er the maiden's heart 
Gleamed the ever-hopeful, ever-cheering rays ; 
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Love can never die, though loved ones sigh apart 
Through dreary and darksome days. 

** Waiting, always waiting, for their absent one, 
Until hope itself had nearly passed away ; 
Longing for the lover and the long-lost son, 
The maid and the mother pray. 

" Footsteps on the road, along the woodland lane. 
Are re-echoed o'er the river and the vale ; 
Brightly danced the mill-wheel in its silvery rain 
As it told a welcome tale. 

" Softly stirred the rushes in the rippling stream, 
As the breezes rocked them gently to and fro, 
Murmuring in unison a well-loved theme 
In a cadence soft and low. 

" Onward came the footsteps up the old Mill path, 
Then they halted at the porch's open door ; 
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Loudly chirped the cricket on the firelit hearth 
As a shade fell o'er the floor. 

" Startled by the shadow on the casement thrown, 
Were the ever-faithful, ever-loving pair ; 
'Mother!' and 'My boy!' — then all their grief had 
flown 
And a welcome filled the air." 

I saw a smile light up my Mother's face, 
As cheeringly the youthful voice arose. 
Swelling in joyous accents at the close, 

Sad memories from that dear heart to chase. 

O gentle maid ! O heart of priceless worth ! 

Whether thou art of low or noble birth 

It matters not. Thou art too fair and pure 

For such as I. True love will aye endure 

Through fiercest storms which surge on shore or sea ; 
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But were I highest bom in all the land, 
I still should aye remain unmeet for thee. 



Then, as they rose to leave, I stretched my hand 
To stay them ere they went ; and yet again 
The unseen power restrained my powerless will, 
And held me spell-bound, as I stood, until 
I saw them disappear within the Mill. 

Then, as I turned to wander down the lane, 
A passing cloud diffused a gentle rain. 
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The corn stands high in the Farmer's fields, 

The morning is bright and warm, 
Last night black clouds were drifting along, 

Which threatened a passing storm. 
But calm and clear are the heavens now, 

No more can a cloud be seen ; 
The cattle graze on the hill's fair brow, 
A small voice sings from the willow bough 

To enhance the peaceful scene. 

The river runs on in its own wild course. 

Along past the waving com. 
Bearing away with a gentle force 

The gems which its banks adorn. 
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Sing on, happy voice, in the willow tree ; 
Flow on, happy stream, in thy liberty. 

Flow on, past the waving com ; 
Sail on, gentle flowers, to the mighty sea. 

On this glad summer morn. 



For a voice in my heart sings of Love and of Duty — 

I hear it again from the light willow bough ; 
It sings in the ripples which play o'er the river, 

I hear it in whispers from o'er the hill's brow. 
Awake, happy maid, in thy youth and thy beauty. 

Awake, for the Summer's bright moments must fleet ; 
Awake, ere the sunlight dies out of the river. 

To gather the roses that fall at thy feet. 
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I saw the wheat-ears bend to catch the sound 

Of rippling laughter from a voice I knew ; 
The poppies raised their heads and gazed around, 

Shaking from out their cups the morning dew ; 
The corn-flowers, whispering, their voices hushed ; 

The river stayed its swiftly running tide ; 
The golden-hearted daisies faintly blushed, 

Endeavouring their modest heads to hide. 

She came ; and, resting by a rustic stile, 
She seemed a perfect emblem of the mom, 

A fair-haired Hebe, with a sunny smile 

That sent its gleam throughout the field of com. 
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And village children running down the lane 

Clambered in glee to cull fresh Summer flowers, 
Weaving them in a m)niad-tinted chain, 

As if to hold enchained the sunny hours. 
These flowers would fade \ but Memory can weave 

Bright chains which wind about the heart a zone. 
And to the heart through sun or rain they cleave, 

Until the wondrous Harvest claims its own. 



Long did she wait, until at last he came — 
Her father — whom she greeted with a smile. 
I listened ; and I heard the well-loved name 
Breathed on the air as he approached the stile. 
I saw him hold her hand within his own, 
And noted well his kind and manly face. 
Across whose features intellect had thrown 
An earnestness, which spoke a certain grace 
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And dignity, which we mere simple folk 
Had rarely seea Together then they spoke 
Of what her future hours might have in store, 
As, floating down the silvery stream of Li fe, 
The charm of Love would shield her evermore, 
Guiding her through the strongest tides of strife 
Until she gained a safe and peaceful shore. 



I saw him place his hand upon her head, 
As if to bless her ere she left his care ; 
I heard the earnest loving words she said, 
And answered an " Amen," as though a prayer 
Had wafted heavenward on the morning air ; 
And through the vale from every field and glen 
I heard the echoes of a grand " Amea" 
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Arise, Great Sun, from thy rosy bed, 

Arise, and proclaim the day ; 
The Eastern skies are a golden red. 
The dazzling rays of thy sftiile overspread 
The heavens, before the pale moon has fled 
In her garb of silver gray. 



Shine out o'er the woods of Burley vale. 
Weave mirth with thy glancing rays, 
Bid laughter gleam from behind the veil 
Which rises to thee in cloudlets pale. 
Ascending from river, stream, and dale. 
To meet thy absorbing gaze. 



I 
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Smile brightly down on old Burley Farm, 

Still brighter on Burley Hall ; 
Blend golden beams with the golden charm 
Which enwheels her future smooth and calm ; 
Smile brightest if clouds should threaten harm, 

And disperse them ere they fall. 



The village awakes as I wend my way 
To gather fair woodland flowers ; 
Along by the river's banks I stray, 
Watching the foam of the frothy spray 
As the tide is bearing it fast away 
From the Mill-wheel singing its merry lay 
And throwing its rainbow showers. 



Dear friendly Wheel ! How I love thy song, 
And thy sympathetic tone ! 
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When my heart has been chilled with grief or wrong, 
Thy honest voice made it brave and strong ; 
Cheer me again with thy homely song, 
For I tread my way alone. 
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Be strong, O anxious Heart ! 
Be strong, and all shall yet be well ; 
Call Duty to thine aid, and every smart 
Which stirs thy pulses with a fiery dart 
Shall fade beneath her touch ; and each bright Bell, 
\Vhich snaps each golden link of thy love's chain, 
Shall waft the burden of thy grief above, 
And bring thee, in return, a silvery peal 

Of sweetest music, which shall ease thy pain, 
Turning thy grief to joy, and thou shalt feel 
That Duty conquers even strongest Love. 
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Madly, merrily ring the Bells, 
Clearly echoing o'er the dells ; 
Over meadows and over fells 
Cheerily jingle the Wedding Bells. 

Listen ! hear what they have to say — 
" This is Dorothy's Wedding Day ; 
Every one should be bright and gay, 
For Miles and Dorothy wed to-day." 

Oh no, kind Bells ; ye mock me in my pain ; 

It is not Miles, but Claud. Oh, let me rest. 

My deepest loss will be his highest gain ; 

Oh, mock me not, although it be in jest. 

I 2 
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" All the daintiest maidens know 
Where the prettiest flowerets grow ; 
See, they are waiting all of a row, 
Their offerings to the bride to throw. 

" Ring we merrily, gaily still, 
Over woodland and over rill, 
Through the village and down the hill, 
And jingle joyously by the Mill." 

Cease your false tones ! why anger me to-day. 
When I with all the village wish for mirth ? 
Cause me not sorrow when I would be gay ; 
Call not the burden of my heart to earth. 

Be honest, O ye Bells, for ye have cause ; 
Your chimes resound in fairer realms than these, 
Where Truth alone stands judge, protecting laws 
Which brook not Sin or Falsehood's many pleas. 
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" Listen ! hear what we have to say — " 

No ! I will hear no more your maddening din. 
Be silent ! Ye confuse my burning brain. 
In mercy cease ! I do regret my sin — 
I did not strive to win her love again ; 
All malice, jealous pride, and envious hate 
Have left my heart : I wish him nought but well. 
I knew when I returned it was too late — 
Her love had turned from me. Yet why impel 
My broken heart to mourn its luckless fate ? 



" Ring we merrily, gaily still, 
Over woodland and over rill. 
Through the village and down the hill — " 



And what is this ? A sound as of a clock 
Telling the passing hour. Where have I been ? 
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What means this quiet moonlight streaming in, 
As if it, too, had led my wandering mind 
To dwell on visions which are passing hence ? 



Burley Bells ! O ever faithful Bells ! 

1 owe ye more than this poor heart can give. 
Ye led me through my roughest paths of life, 
And cheered me ever with your joyful songs. 
Ye taught my heart to learn the ways of Right, 
Showing how worthless was my boasted love, 
AVhich steeled my soul to harbour bitter thoughts, 
And made me blind and numb to all but Sel£ 



I sit within the old familiar porch, 
And listen to the murmur of the wheel ; 
I hear soft laughter mingle with its song. 
And know the happy voices are the links 
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Of that bright golden chain about my heart, 

Which leads me through the darkest hours of life. 

I hear a cheerful patter on the path, 

A curly head is placed upon my knee, 

A gentle hand is on my shoulder laid ; 

And, turning, I behold the face of her ; 

Whose heart is still as golden as the heart 

Of that pure flower which breathes of heavenly love. 

If such bright gleams of heaven can reach our earth, 

Circling our lives with golden rings of light ; 

If such fair joys attend the dawn of life. 

What glories must await us at the close. 



THE END. 
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